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Being the Sea- mans return fm Jamaica: Or, the lovely Laſſes late Lamien. 
tation for the long abſence of her deareſt beloved Friend 
A Voyage to Jamaica he pretends: 
But at his comming home makes ber amends. 


To an excellent new tune, called, my Love is gone to Bohemy, or, wet and weary, 
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1 Here was a Paid as J heard teu g Ny L ove was won: ous kind and free, 
which fel in deſperation, Ss When as firſt he ce:nc a woing, 

She lov da Poung⸗man paſſing well, Os Am many god guitts he gate to me, 
which bꝛought her in veratiou: ©s bec: uſe he would be doing: 


Tbe Poung⸗man had the Maid beguil d. v Love ge ve me d Braper Pat, 


the matter ſo was carried, * methought it was bꝛove ond bonup, 
Fo? he had gotten her with Child And a gellant Love-faucy to weare init, 


befo:c that they were married (moan, £4 Which coſt five pound in mony: 
M hich caas'd this Maid to make great S but 1.0w | weep and make ꝑreat moan, 
and often times to ſpeak ſo, Os the reaſon why I ſpeok fo, &c, 


My belly is up and my heart is down, So 2 ate ants wes.» od 
and my Love is gone to Jamaica. s p Love gate me © Silken Gown, 


with rich end coſtiy Laces, 
He was my joy and hearts delight, Se. Ther s not a b2* ver ii: the Town, 


ard wen my mind contented, | tit an thereſt f urpalles: 
But row her 's gone out of my ſight, ed y Lore gate me a gay gold Ring, 
7 ſoꝛely em toꝛmented: and Bꝛacelets made of Amber. 


M hilſt he with me was living here, J He alſo gave me a better thing. 
hee ven knows J lov 'd him dearely, when he had me in his. Chamber. 
Vit vc: my heart will burſt with care, d L figh, 1 fob. ard | make gi cat moan, 
it touch th we ſo rearly, the reaſon why I ſpeck {o. 
I ſigh 7 fob. and I make great moan, J My telly is up ard my heart is down 
the cauſe u hertfore I ſpeak ſo &c. s for my Lev: 15 1.44 o Jamaica. f 
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e J de ſurely met wiih him egain, 
> locloſelp won? A clot, 
a; Ihe Indics anc the MIA neſſe, 
and hollow caves Ide ik th, 
De Ard exry place beth more and leſſe, 
Bs bei*ngincg to Jamaice, 
Be Thus many a wofri day and night 
the Damſel lay lamenting, 
g Betoze her lore appear d inſight 
do peeld her hearts contenting: 
But mark wbet hapned at the laſt 
when ſhe ſo long had mourned, 
S The bonrp Lau th t Ge lov d beſt, 
S ſafely from Sea returned, 
But wheu ſhe heard her ti ue- love ſpeak 
ſhe knew him by his tongue Sir, 


Os Her heart did in het belly leap, 


2s 


and about his neck ſhe flung Sir, 


S God Loꝛd what kiſſing there was then; 
with friendly kind embꝛacee, 
8 Untill the joyfull tears of them 
P love gave me a Þoland ſmock 8s ran down cach others faces: 
and bid ms foz to weare it Le The very night wyen this was done 
One night t wirt ten x cle veu a clock Os as is ©02 cerg*t:: ſpoken, 
A'm ſure he did not teare it: Os She was delivered of a Bon, 
Ps» Love gave me a Feather bed, þ afatr and govly token, 
to lpe on when J was wearp hereby ſhe alters {+ on her tune, 
Da which ne 1:2 mp Baf2en:head S her fancy made her ſpeak ſo, 
&yben be had made me merry My heart is up and my belly is down, 
but ſince dame fortune fhe doth frown Sand my Love is come from Jamaica, 


this makes me ſigh and ſpeake ſo,- Da Son after that the Scoaman bold, 
My belly is up and my heart Is down Qs he having of mory plenty, 
and my Love is gon to Jamaica. 2 aff in her lap ten pound in gold. 
And ſince that time J am poſleſt, Ss and halfe crown picces — 
with many griefs Y tell ye ©” And ſince that time they ma — re, 
In head, in ſive in _ and bꝛeaſt, 2. 4 — 2 aber 
but chte fly in mo belly: And now ſhe fings merrp 5 
Ob — — love were hero agate, a being free from care and trouble. 
Im ſure he would befrfend me, ©. My ferrows all are paſt and gone, 
And uſe a meanes to ture my pain. I which makes me Bon and ſpeak ſo, 
and take n ceurſe to mend me. S My hait is up and my belly is down, 
| leh, I ſob, and I make great moan, and Love is come from Jamaica. 
che re: ſon why | doe ſo. &c. 21 10 1 


If A bad ſcarus wings to flye, 
I doe ſo greatly mind him, 
Then 3 would ſve bepond the @eas, 
and ſ&ke till J coulv finde him, 
It that he were fn F2ance 03 Spain. 
oꝛ elf in Hiah Ypante lo. 
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